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The Great Hunt 

And the rose is a red bygone, 
When the face I love is going 
And the gate to the end shall clang, 
And it's no use to beckon or say, "So long" — 
Maybe I'll tell you then — 

some other time. 

I never knew any more beautiful than you: 
I have hunted you under my thoughts, 
I have broken down under the wind 
And into the roses looking for you. 
I shall never find any 

greater than you. 

DAYS 

I will keep you and bring hands to hold you against a 

great hunger. 
I will run a spear in you for a great gladness to die with. 
I will stab you between the ribs of the left side with a great 

love worth remembering. 

HANDFULS 

Blossoms of babies 
Blinking their stories 
Come soft 
On the dusk and the babble; 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Little red gamblers, 

Handfuls that slept in the dust. 

Summers of rain, 
Winters of drift, 
Tell off the years; 
And they go back 
Who came soft — 
Back to the sod, 
To silence and dust; 
Gray gamblers, 

Handfuls again. 

THEY WILL SAY 

Of my city the worst that men will ever say is this: 
You took little children away from the sun and the dew, 
And the glimmers that played in the grass under the great sky 
And the reckless rain; you put them between walls 
To work, broken and smothered, for bread and wages, 
To eat dust in their throats and die empty-hearted 
For a little handful of pay on a few Saturday nights. 

A FENCE 

Now the stone house on the lake front is finished and the 

workmen are beginning the fence. 
The palings are made of iron bars with steel points that can 

stab the life out of any man who falls on them. 
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